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And called it Ruge-mount,at which name /fhrtecf, 
Becaufe a Bud ot /feland told tuconcc, 

/ ihould not liuc long alter /faw Richmond* 

Btec, My Lord. 

King, Ijwhaisadokcf- 
Buc. I am thus bold to put your grace in ntindc 
Ofwhat you promifde me. 

Xing, Wei), but whats acloke? 

Buc. Vpon the fl roke of ten. 

King, Wel!,lct it (trike, 

Bhc, Wiry let it ftrike ? 

iTV»£.‘Becaufe that like a /acke thou keepett the ftrokc 
Betwixt thy begging and my meditation, 

/am not in the giuing vaine to day* 
j B ue. Why then refolue me whether you will or no>- 
K,T ut, tut, thou troubled me,I am not in the vaine .Sxii, 
Bhc.. Is iteuenfo ? rewards he my truefmiice 
With fuch deepecontempr,made / him king for this i 
O let me thinke on Haftings,and be gone 
T o Brccnock, while my fcarcfull head is on, _ Exit, 

Enter Sir France Tirrell. 

Tar. "The tyrannous and bloody deed is done,. 

The mod arch ad of pitteous mafTacre,. 

Thateuer yet this land was guiltieof, 

Dighton and Forreft whom / did fubborne 
To do this ruthfull peecc of butcher)', 

Although they wereflefht villaines,bloody dogs, 
Melting with tendernefle and kind compaffion, 

Wept like two children in their death fad (lories: 

I„oe thus quoth Dighton laic thofc tender babes, 

Thus, thus quoth Forrefl girdling one another 
Within their innocent alablaftcr arme.% 

7lieir lips like foure red Rofes on a (hike. 

Which in their fommer beautie kift each other, 

A booke ofpraiers on their pillow laic. 

Which once quoth Forrcll almoft changd my mindc, 
t O the diucll : there the villaine (lopt, 

Whdft Dighton thus toldon vvefmothacd 
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The mod replcnifhcd fweet worke of nature, , 

Tjjat from the prime creation cuer he framed, 

They could not fpeakc,and lo I left them both, 

To bring this tydings to rhe bloody king. . ■' 

Enter king Richard . 

And here he comes* All baile my foucraigne liege.* 

King, Kind Tirrell, am / happy in thy newes i 
ftr, tfto haue done the thing you gauc in charge 
Jteget your happineflcibe happie then, 

For it is done my Lord. 

King. But didft thou (ce them dead l 
itr. I did my Lord, 

King, And buried gentle Tirrell i 

Tir The Chaplaine of the Tower hatli buried them: 

Jut ho w,or in w hat place I do not know, 

King. Come to me Tirrell foonc at after fupper. 

And tho,u (halt tell the procefle of their death, 

Meane time but thinke how / may dothce good. 

And be inheritor of thy defire, Exit TitrreU, 

Farewell till foone. 

Thefonne of Clarence haue I pent vp clofe. 

His daughter meanly haue I matcht in marriage, 

The fonnes of Edward fleepe in Abrahams bofome. 

And Anne my wife hath bid the world goodnight/ 

Now for I know the Brittaine Richmond aimes 
Atyeng Elizabeth my brothers daughter. 

And by that knot lookes proudly ore the crowne. 

To her f goc a iolly thriuing wooer. Enter Catetiy, 

Cat, My Lord, 

Kw.Good newes or bad, that thou coratfl in fobluntlyi 
Cat, Bad newes my Lord, 6iy is Hed to Richmond, 

And .Buckingham backt with the hardy Welchmen 
Is in the field, and ftill his power encrcaietb. 

Kin, Ely with Richmond troubles me more ncarc 
Then Buckingham and his rafh ieuied army : 

Come,/ haue heard that fearfuil commenting, 

A leaden feruiior to dull delay, 

Delay leads impotent arid fnasle-pact beggery, 
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